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The monument of the tremendous normal,
O where are you now, not wandering on the wold
Between Godalming and the sea-blossoming heather,
Or spitting half-crowns in the goldfish pond:

But mad as a mechanic with a broken spanner
Stand pointing an empty rifle at the East;
Or like the Spring embedded in November
Lie hoping for resurrection in Stavanger
Under the stone and snow. Or now you rest,
With oh so many ordinary things to remember.

TO   T.   S.   ELIOT

Expecting a bomb or angel through the roof,
Cold as a saint in Canterbury Cathedral,
This gentleman with Adam on his mind
Sits writing verses on cats that speak: lives
By the prolonged accident of divine proof,
A living martyr to the biological.
Hell spreads its horrors on his window blind
And fills his room with interrogatives.

St. Thomas doubting and not doubting,

Confident of God, but dubious of human,

I render my tongue as merely minor flame

To glorify this inglorious martyrdom:

And when the bomb or angel breaks the vaulting

Trust he remembers, among the others, my name.

TO   STEPHEN   SPENDER

This poet with his soul upon his shoulder
Trudging up a world's steps to bring to those
Who shiver by the embers of their optimism
The hundredweight of his pity, now to him